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S0 THEy wonT
LET You PLAY
INTHE
“$ ~OUR
-

COME IN, AXEL! OH, AXEL!! HURRY, AXEL!!!

k‘b BETTER STAY HERE AXEL ,TiL ALL RIGHT AXEL' COME ON
TME FOR You To COME INTO -
TME PICTURE . THIS SCENE (3 VERY §
IMPORTANT AND YOUR PRESENCE (N &
THE STUDIO MIGHT SPolk
FLOORY'S ACTING!

OCapyrigh', 1A, bw This Uress 10010 hisig
(The New York Bveming W "

HEY. AXEL Y
WHY DON'T CHA
COME. N ???

GEE ' | OANT
0e THIS THING
ALL BAY

WERE OLD
“sick ROUBLE
MERE I'P MAKE
SHORT wWORK
oF HiM}

IRST LET ME ASK YOU A GUESTION
YOU THAT | NEVER

\F | SHOULD TELL
G0 U A Lk i
A

CALLAHAN -

dear, what will we do?"’

was seemingly

Jarr aa & whole, and

to feel his coffne

look at his hands.

Cackloberry, belng “In

was explained, was being

kfust in bed by her

slave, Gertrude, the
domestio.

might

boudoir before
Gertrude woull

for " a8 she

ot when a girl's en.

envied,

minute Ger-
Miss Cackis-
nover could
ther it wus

B mustache or
that had fret

woao was, dear oblld, reaching down

and trying to burn the cat's nose with
a bhot spoon

“l want you to give Willle a good

taling tof” was M, dares fom
of t

"He acts like a little demon

whanaver Capt. Tynnefoyle comes
bre to call on Irens Cackisbarry!

‘Last evening he had that horrid
Baplar boy und that dreadful little
wretch Issy Blavinsky stationed out-
side of the anowplle In front of the
house, and they threw dirty snow-
balls at Capt. Tynnefoyle.

Mr. Jarr grinned.

“*That'n right!” oried Mre. Jarr.
“Encourage him and have him grow
up to ba A gunman or an Independent
Worker wanting to go to alsap In
churches! Capt. Tynnofoyia's uni.
form was all stained and he lost ons
of his medals that he got for having
the best modern conveniences in his
tent when his regiment cam out
at the military show ‘n adison
Bquare Garden.”

"What s this I hear, young man?"
nnked Mr. Jurr saverely when Master
Willle returned to the table after a
mmd Io.?# n_l u;n mpuln thad buth:

om. MYou've heen acting rudel
Capt, Tynnafoyle? v

YAw, 1 didn't, paw; 1t was Clussle
Bapler and lzzy Blavinsky!"” whim-
persd the hoy,

“Well, I'm glad to hear It wasn't
vou,” snld Mr. Jarr, relleved at nnt
having to punish the boy. “You must
be nica to him when he Is calllnF on
Mise Cackleberry.™

.

“What does ahe pinch mas for, then
demanded the youngster. “Tiut when
| Capt. Tynnefovin is hera why does
|mhe say she thinks T am a Asar, and
{when T asked him If he over went to
{the movies she put me out of the

room ™

“Tou asked Capt. Tyauefoyla for
ten cents to o to the moving ple.
tures,” sald M. Jarr, “and 1 believe
you had him snowballed because he
didn’t give It to you "

Manter Inrr thoneht sllenca the bat-

| tor part of diseration.

tening tu
t

A

L

“Toook how red hisx face {n!™
| Mra. Jarr. “Lot mae feel your hands,
IWille! WBut the boy, knowing he
had not washed them, put them bm-
' hind hin back and commenced to
| whimper
“ﬂn. Jarr got up and 'ad h'm gently

sald

RN

yet. And, ob
“Call the Joclut. put him in o dark
room and keep Lim warm,” advised
Mr, Jarr.
“Of course this had to happsn ‘ust
now when I have svarything arranged
for my theatrs party on my two hun.
dred tickets Mr. Dorlm Ruve me
to *'The Girl from the Fao-
tory!" sniffed Mre, Jarr, “Oh, Willle,
why couldn’t you have waited to have
tha measnies until after Capt. Tynne-
foyle's hml urtr a,t_u.munr went with
un to the re
But Master Jarr couldn't explain
his inconsidarate infection.

—
To Make Sure.

¢ ‘ll yo' comin' to pra'r meetin' to-

night, Brud’ Dinger!"' inquired
good old Parson Bagster.
"Well-uh, no, sah, 1 reggin not,”
waa the reply. “To tall de troofl, pah-
son, I's almin’ to go to de minstrel
.mwTdnu got A comparment'ry
ket."

"Arud’ Dinger, dar won't be no
minstrel shows in heaven."

“Den, If dat's de case, sah, I'm sho'
gwine to-night, whilst mub ticket's
good."—From Judge,

A B,

“""‘%-‘?& P—:m';“m"‘o‘ my room without any one catohin'

.

PA BUYS A DRESS SUIT

< TO PLEASE MA, BUT—!

GOT my swaller-tail outfit
to-day, ready-made, for $26. and I had t» sort of work Into ‘em,

The feller didn't know me,

#0 he didn’t have no chance

to shove the price up on me,

1 seen & sale advertised In a depart-

ment store, and I got It there,

But

I'm in wrong again for all my tryln'

to please.

me but the feller that opens the door,
He wanted to take it away from me,
| but I told him to tend to his business
and I'd tend to mine.

I had an awful job fixin’ up. First
{off, the pants was a mite too tight

and then I hardly dast sit down to

lace up my shoes, | rummaged until
I found a white shirt, havin' forgot
to buy one a purpose for it, but when
I got on the vest, which wasn't much
more'n a belt anyway, the bosom
didn't come down lika it ought to of.
The tab stuck out like an ear right
ubout the middle. I had s black,

I brought it home with me in almade four-in-hand, and I clipped It

bundle. The fel

g sald there ought Into my collar and then slipped on

to be some alterations, but I told him 'he eont. It kind of puckered at the

it looked good enough as It was.

come In with it and slid upsataire

-

YOU GOTTA DO IT!
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shoulders, but T Agured tha puckers
would stretch out in time. Then [
went downatalra to the dining room,

where Ma and Clarice was waitin® for
me,

When I pome Into the room yon
should u seen the look on their faces.
1 seo the maid put her hand over her
mouth and run into the butler's pan«
try, where 1 heard her giggling with
the gal that helps her. I would of
alld into my seat natural like, only
Mn made me atand up while she and
Cinrice looked me over,

They was surprised, all right, only
they diAn't seem exactly plensed, 1
saw Clarice flush up and shake all
over. Ma just looked and looked and
arid nothin' for over a minute. Then
ahe mava, calm lke:

"Tmn'l, where DID you get that
awful outAt?™

My feelin's warn hurt badly, for 1
honed they would be pleased, and |
had gone far enouch to how to thelr
wighen in sapite of my own sav-an, but
T told her right off, only T didn't tel
her what the sult cost me. "“a gin%
got the regard for savin' that T have,

Claries gAve n gasp.

‘“Fawther!" ahe aays, soundin’ like
ahe was chokin', “what kind of a tie
have you got en! And that ghirt!
AnA Mather, those RHOESR!'™

“Pan'l” aava Ma, colder than
Greenland, “wo right upstairs and

e g

: THEN—HE TURNED AROUND!
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———
={ NOW, WOMAN YoU ARE IN NE

POWER . NO ONE CAN SAVE

—=—]YUH— YOU MUST

—{EITHER MARRY ME OR

BECOME ME WIFE -

N HISS-HISS-
HAR: HAR!

take off that ridiculous comtume!"™

Well, I was mad clear through, and
sat right down, forgettin' to go kin
of easy, and right away [ heard some-
thin’ give way. Ma heard it, too, and
so did Clarice, for they looked kind
of stiartled. Then I got madder than
ever and got right up.

“Fawther!” asayas Clarice, makin’
signs for me to sit down, because the
mald was comin’ in with the soup,

But I had my dander up.

“This coat has talls,” I says, “and
they'll hide the damage, You tend to
your supper. Il get mine mome-
wheres else”

And 1 4id, but I ehanged back Into
my old suit first, and I tell you it was
like meetin' with an old friend, 1
ain't going to make \p' conceaslona
to them women folka, If T can't eat
to home nighta without lookin' like a
bullfrog and feelin’ as though I was
comip’ apart I'll get my vitties some-
wheres else whera there don't have
to be no exhibitions, Ma be durped!

Cross-Examined.

E Judge summoned Raftery.
“Young men,” he aaid, ‘“yon
have besn asking thuse jurors
quostions, Who has been Informing
L U
“] cam't tell you, Judge," Raftary
replied. "It wouldn't be right to the
juror. He dldn’'t know hs was talking
= I.m?wn“:lk.d hi
L) you m quést "
i the Juats gy,
ot queations, ke,
Raftery. “1 only asked him one
question—just one—but T asked that
one frequently.”
“What was that de-
manded the Judge.
“Why." Raftery replied, *my ques-

quesation ™

EARL &»

| tion was: ‘What will you have %@

Thin Folks Who
Would Be Fat

Increase in l’dlh_i_tl‘huﬂw Mere

“I'd certainly give moat anything @
be able to fat up & few pounds and may
that way,” declares every sicessivaly {hin
man or woman. Buch result la not im-
possible, despite past fallures. Thin pao-
ple are victims of malnutrition, & sondl-
tiun which prevents tha fstty elements of
foud from being taken up by the blood &8
they are when Lhe powers of nutritien e
nermal. Instead of getting Inte he
bloud, all the fat and fleah producing sles
menta stay in the Intestines until they
pass from the body ss wasts.

To corrsat (his condition and to produse
& healthy, sormal amount of fat the mue
tritive processes nust be artificlally mipe
plied with the pewer which naturs has @
nied them. This can best be spomm-
plished by eating A Bargul tables .wlin
svery meal. Hargel s a sclentifie egg-
bination ef »ix of the most effective ele-
punts known to the medical profosshon.
Taken with meals, il mizes with the feed
o U ianment tor ihe  Uensy Y
{.'ﬁu"':"' its rapld effect
nﬂi‘lﬂ
va pounds

iy

is
® o single meuth are
".ru‘nl infrey L. () as
aelly llt.lm gd a taly
pacha. con
':'J"':.u‘.“ ot “welgnt inarease oF
"Nete.—~Whi rgol has
Ac resulis In the

ml.lt:‘ n 'll'i1
wllnlulnﬂr-d'uwaﬁ wto
%l ould not, ow ;
b tul:u mn‘rl?w -h
tl{nlr welght ten pounds o -'.:3“

are the best fitting and best wearing shirts made.
The Spring styles sparkle with new pattems,
unigue colorings and novel effects.
up. Every shirt typical of

TROY'S BEST PRODUCT.

$1.50 and

WILSON

MAKERS OF RED-MAN COLLARS

a drink? “"—8Seattle Post-Intelligeneer.




